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2 GUSTAVE 

self to his fate^ let go the reins and shut his eyes so 
as not to see his travelling companion. 

Zephyr, however, possessed neither the strength 
nor the inclination to gallop far; moreover, the 
ground was becoming sandy and that lessened his 
vigor ; so he resumed his usual pace. The arms 
around Lucas relaxed their hold and allowed him 
to breathe more freely ; and the poor peasant heard 
a burst of laughter behind him. He began to re- 
cover his senses, regained courage and, reflecting that 
something other than an evil spirit might well have 
leaped upon 2^phyr*s crupper, he slightly turned 
his head, risked a glance, and instead of Beelze- 
bub or Asmodeus, saw a young man with a pleas- 
ant fece, whose dress was somewhat disordered ; but, 
notwithstanding that, there was nothing terrifying 
about him. 

" God ! monsieur, I must confess you've given 
me a bad scare/' 

'* Didn't I, old fellow ! And so you |t>de almost 
a quarter of a league without stirring, and | be- 
lieve even without breathing.** 

^^That makes you laugh, monsieur; in my 
opinion there's nothing to laugh at. What would 
my wife have said if she*d seen me come back home 
dead?** 

** She*d soon have consoled herself." 

** That's quite possible, but I should not havo 
consoled myself; and my daughter, my little Suzon, 
who loves her papa Lucas so dearly I '* 
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quite a sum in the village ! So he shook up the 
horse into a trot. 

On the road, Lucas questioned his companion 
further. 

" I see that you were out without a hat, so you 
live in the neighborhood ? " 

" Parbleu ! I didn't have time to get it ; I was 
lucky to be able to put on my coat and trousers." 

" The devil ! Were you bathing on forbidden 
land ? " 

" Not exactly, but the fact is I had no right to 
be where I was." 

" I see how it is ! You were hunting without 
permission." 

" Just so, Daddy Lucas, the land did not belong 
to me." 

"There you are ! These young people care for 
nothing. So you were hunting without your 
coat!" 

" Yes, it renders it much easier to catch the 
game." 

" Really ! Get up. Zephyr ! That's a queer 
way of hunting ; I never heard of it ; you must 
teach me." 

" But Daddy Lucas, it seems to me that Zephyr 
has come to a halt ! " 

"Well, he's not accustomed to carry two loads." 

" I'm famished ! where do you live ? " 

" At Ermenonville." 

" Is that the village in sight ? " 



CHAPTER II 

Uncle and Nephew. Aunt and Niece. A 

Game of Billiards 

"Curses and damnation ! forever fresh follies ! 
another note of six hundred francs that I must pay 
for my young gentleman ! " exclaimed Colonel 
Moranval, regarding his nephew with an expression 
of extreme irritation and annoyance. 

" But it is a debt of honor, uncle/* replied Gus- 
tave, deprecatingly. 

" Indeed ! monsieur, all debts are sacred en- 
gagements, but there is no need for you to make 
any when I am able to provide for all your needs. 
Do you know, nephew, that you are regarded as 
a very bad lot ? You will surely be brought up 
short some day." 

"I, my dear uncle? I don't see how I deserve 
this ? " 

" Ah 1 you don't see ; very well, I am about to 
make you see. Sit down there, Gustave, in front 
of me ; be quiet, if you can, and don't dare to inter- 
rupt me." 

" My dear uncle, I know too well all I owe to 
you." 

" Silence ! Hortense Moranval, your mother 
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8 GUSTAVE 

provided masters whom you would not listen to ; 
you danced with your Latin and history teacher, you 
fired crackers in the face of your violin professor, 
you filled your drawing-master's pockets with can- 
dle-ends — in fact, you played the devil. I told 
my sister to correct you, but she believed that time 
would ripen your reason. Poor Hortense, she 
thought you charming." 

" Ah, uncle, all the women shared her opinion." 
** Indeed ! then that's the reason why you love 
them all alike ! " 

That's from gratitude, uncle." 
Is it also from gratitude that you deceive them, 
that you lead maidens astray, debauch honest 
women and cuckold their husbands? But let us 
continue : your mother, my poor sister, died ; you 
were greatly distressed at her loss, I acknowledge 
that you loved your mother ; that is quite natural, 
in grieving for her you only did your duty. On 
her death-bed Hortense recommended her son to 
me ; I swore to watch over you, and God alone 
knows the trouble you have given me so far. I 
sent you to school at the age of twelve. For a year 
or so you were reasonable enough. They wrote 
to me that you were making rapid progress, and 
I was delighted. Presently I come to Paris ; you 
had just turned sixteen; I come to your school, 
making a holiday of it to see my dear nephew ; 
I ask for Saint-Real. People's jaws drop, their 
faces look black and they stammer. I grow impa- 
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It, because in a short time I should fear to hear 
that you had been condemned to be executed for 
having disobeyed your superior officers. Besides 
we are now at peace, and it is not necessary that 
you should pass your youth in garrison. But in 
conclusion, you are twenty years of age ; as for me, 
I am beginning to grow old ; the work that you 
provide for me is too fatiguing, I am very eager 
for repose, but I want to force you to behave your- 
self, and to that end, monsieur, I am going to get 
you married." 

" And is that to make me behave myself? " 

" Do you mean to say that you could not be 
contented with your wife ? " 

"That depends, uncle; in the first place, she 
must please me; in the second place, she must 
love me." 

" Do you take me for an imbecile, nephew? do 
you think that I have not considered all that? The 
young lady will please you, because a girl that is 
well brought up loves the husband that is destined 
for her ; because, moreover, you are a fine fellow, 
and usually women have only too strong a leaning 
towards rascals. Finally, this marriage will afford 
me great pleasure, and I hope that that will count 
for something with you." 

" Oh, uncle, my greatest desire is to prove my 
attachment to you." 

"In that case, Gustave, you will set out for the 
seat of M. de Berly, which is situated eight leagues 
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No, no, my dear uncle ; oh, I swear." 
Lastly, monsieur, be good, or I warn you that 
I shall be seriously angry and shall use rigorous 
means to effect an alteration." 

" That's all over, uncle : I see the error of my 
ways." 

" Take my gray horse. It is ten o'clock ; you 
will arrive at the chateau before dinner. I have 
told Benoit to pack your portmanteau. He shall 
be your valet instead of that rascal of a Dubois, 
whom I have just discharged." 

" What, uncle, your porter's son ? Why, he is 
a perfect goose ! " 

" So much the better, for you will not be able 
to use him for intrigues. Now get along, and do 
as I have told you." 

Gustave embraced his uncle, and, followed by 
Benoit, set out for M. de Berly's country-house. 

While passing through La Villette, Le Bourget 
and Vauderland, a road, by the way, that does not 
afford much to interest the traveller, Gustave made 
the following reflection : before marrying, people 
ought to know one another and find out whether 
they are suited (and for such a scatter-brained fel- 
low this was a very sage observation). He made 
up his mind that he would not have Mademoiselle 
Aurelie unless she was pretty, amiable, gentle, mod- 
est, sensible and loyal — in short, such a woman 
as he had not yet met; for at twenty Gustave had 
had all the experience of a man of mature years. 



1 6 GUSTAVE 

" Well, monsieur, as to that, I don't remember 
ever having seen the niece." 

" Come along, I see you are good for nothing. 
I see a handsome house ; that ought to be M. de 
Berly's. Let us go on." 

The travellers had in reality reached the end of 
their journey. Gustave made inquiries of a vil- 
lager, and finding that he was not mistaken, he 
entered a large courtyard with Benoit, and asked 
for M. de Berly. The porter invited him into the 
gardens, where he would find his master, unless he 
should prefer to wait for him in the parlor. Being 
impatient to see his host, Gustave chose the for- 
mer, recommending Benoit to the care of the por- 
ter. He crossed a terrace and entered the gardens. 
Our youth walked along several paths of lilac and 
honeysuckle, admiring the plan of the garden and 
the taste with which it was laid out. Thick shrub- 
beries, the entrance to which was almost hidden 
by rose-bushes, seemed to invite to repose or love. 
Statues adorned these charming spots, but they 
were not sorrowful Danaides, the unfortunate Tan- 
talus, the frightful Polyphemus, the hideous Cen- 
taur, nor the revolting Philocetes that came into 
view ; they were Venus unloosing her girdle, Love 
sharpening his arrows, the Graces fluttering around 
Cupid; and, if in the background of a grotto 
Vulcan was to be seen, the image of the poor, lame 
god suggested nothing disagreeable to th^ imagi- 
nation, . . 
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herself addressed as mademoiselle, seemed flat- 
tered at the effect she had evidently produced on 
the handsome youth, who notwithstanding his emo- 
tion, appeared neither awkward nor shy. No mat- 
ter what people say, the heart, good qualities and 
character are the essential things, although a hand- 
some face, an agreeable appearance and a graceful 
bearing are not to be despised. Ask maidens and 
even married women whether that is not what pri- 
marily attracts them. I am quite aware that a man 
who possesses nothing but physical advantages 
soon ceases to please ; that should be so, and it is 
a great compensation for those who are nice but are 
lacking in good looks. 

" May I ask you, monsieur, if you happen to be 
the young gentleman whom we are expecting — 
M. Gustave Saint-Real?" 

" That is my name, and I suppose that you are 
Mademoiselle Aurelie, M. de Berly's niece." 

" No, monsieur, I am that gentleman's wife." 

" His wife ? — What ? M. de Berly is married, 
and you are — " 

" His wife. Yes, monsieur ! " 

Gustave could not get over it ; he did not know 
that M. de Berly was married, and, moreover, 
married to a woman who was not yet twenty. Then 
this beautiful young person was the aunt of Ma- 
demoiselle Aurelie ! How could any niece have 
power to please by the side of such an aunt as 
Madame de Berly ? 
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last surprise, although not so agreeable as the first, 
caused him, however, a secret joy, the reason for 
which will be easily guessed by the intelligent 
reader. 

"My dear," said the young lady, " here is 
M. Gustave de Saint-Real, whom I introduce to 
you. 

" Ah ! young man, so you have come at last ! 
I am delighted to see you ; let us embrace ! Your 
uncle is my friend, he has often spoken to me of 
you ; he says that you are a bad lot. Ah ! well, by 
heavens ! I was one myself. When one is young, 
one has passions ; one is guilty of follies. That is 
perfectly natural. My friend, this is my wife, and 
I flatter myself she is as good as any of them ; you 
must become acquainted." 

Gustave allowed himself to be shaken by the 
hand, embraced and made much of. He had not 
yet found time, however, to respond to M. de 
Berly's politeness ; he had not had time, either, to 
get a word in edgewise with this gentleman when 
once he had begun to talk (which very often hap- 
pened). Seeing this, Gustave had to be satisfied 
with bowing and smiling and gazing upon madame, 
who also smiled. 

" Tell me, wife, has anyone told Aurclie of our 
young man's arrival ? " 

My dear, I really do not know." 
Good, good! she does not know anything 
about it ; so much the better, we will surprise her ; 
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Madame de Berly what his heart already felt. She 
pretended not to notice his silent avowal; but the 
young man remarked that she did not seem at all 
displeased at his preference. 

Mademoiselle Aurelie was tall, upright and 
heavy ; her face was not ugly, but neither was there 
anything agreeable in it ; her eyes were large, but 
seemed to be starting out of her head ; she had 
pursed lips, a long and aquiline nose, and a skin 
rather yellow than white, and a general air of pru- 
dery about her whole personality gave to Made- 
moiselle Aurelie's manners a kind of stiffness that 
inspired neither love nor friendship. 

The young lady rose on hearing the voice of 
Madame de Berly, bowed gravely to Gustave and 
resumed her place at the piano. 

Gustave said to himself, "So that's the lady that 
they want me to marry ! Really, my dear uncle is too 
kind! Nevertheless, I am delighted to have come 
into this house; certainly, I will not marry the 
niece; but, in case the aunt is open to sentiment — " 

Madame de Berly begged Gustave to regard the 
house as his own home. She said, " You see that 
my husband is an unconventional man ; be good 
enough to follow his example ; I will try to render 
your stay here as little wearisome as possible." 

" Ah ! madame, near you, anybody would find 
it charming ! " 

And the young man, who had taken the young 
aunt's hand in his own, pressed it with great warmth. 
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drawing-room. Soon afterwards someof the people 
who lived in the vicinity and formed part of M. de 
Berly's circle dropped in. The latter was very fond 
of tric-trac and considered himself a master at the 
game. Madame de Berly sang with exquisite taste, 
and accompanied herself very gracefully ; Made- 
moiselle Aurelie pounded the keys like a horse on 
the pavement, and her uncle exclaimed as he played 
his game, " Do you hear my niece? The devil ! 
what fire, what vigor ; if she isn't a first-class per- 
former, I don't know who is ! " 

They broke up early. Madame de Berly had 
acquainted Gustave with the habits of the house ; 
he was again entreated not to stand on ceremony, 
but to consider himself at home. 

Gustave could not repress a sigh on seeing 
Madame de Berly withdraw with her husband ; and 
the recollection of the statues that adorned the gar- 
den forcing itself upon him made him feel certain 
that Madame de Berly had presided at the selec- 
tion of the gods. This idea gave him a secret 
hope ; and he made a low bow to the superb 
Aurelie and followed a valet who conducted him to 
his apartment. 

On the way, our hero met Benoit,who was limping. 

" Here you are at last, you idiot ! " sMd Gus- 
tave, " why haven't I seen you before ? " 

*' Ah I monsieur, you see that I can hardly stand 
lok recom- 
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and her voluptuous form ; he pressed on her rosy 
lips a burning kiss that brought intoxication and 
delirium. 

Benoit dreamed that he was trying a remedy. 

At dawn on the following day Gustave was 
already in the garden. I do not know how it 
chanced that Madame de Berly was also there ; 
they met and exchanged greetings. 

" What, madame ? up already ? " 

" Oh, monsieur, it's a pleasure to be up early in 
the morning." 

" How happy I am to have run across you ! " 

" It is probable that while you are here we shall 
often run across one another." 

" Ah ! madame, if I could — " 

" My husband has gone hunting. He wished 
to have you called, so that you could go with him ; 
but I said that it would be better to let you rest 
today at least. Perhaps I have deprived you of a 
pleasure?" 

" Oh ! you don't think that, madame. Could 
I find any where you are not ? " 

" Really ! M. de Saint- Real, you make very 
gallant speeches. " 

^* No, madame ! I am not gallant, I express what 
I feel." 

" What nonsense ! but you are mistaken ; it is 
to my niece that your homage must be paid ; re- 
member that you are to marry her ! " 
Marry her ! Never, madame ! " 
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So, monsieur, you are going to leave us ? " 
Why, madame ? " 

Since you don't like Aurelie, you won't care 
to stay here long." 

" Ah ! madame, I shall only go away from you 
when you chase me away." 

" What an idea ! we shall be delighted, monsieur, 
to have you here; your presence will afford pleas- 
ure to — everybody. I flatter myself, moreover, 
that by seeing Aurelie often — " 

" Oh, madame, let us speak no more about that ! " 
" Very well, so be it for today. Now, let me 
show you the delights of the garden ! " 

Gustave offered his arm, which was accepted. 
They walked through all the windings of a garden 
covering more than three acres. They visited a 
little grove shady with thick foliage, which the sun's 
rays never penetrated ; they entered a grotto car- 
peted with moss, whither Madame de Bcrly re- 
sorted almost every day to read or to work; they 
climbed to the top of a rock that afforded a view 
of an extensive stretch of country ; and then they 
passed along the front of some thick hedges. 

" Madame, " Gustave asked, " what is this place 
that we are not visiting ? " 
Oh ! that's a labyrinth." 
A labyrinth ! Oh, I am so fond of those places 
in which people can lose themselves ! " 

But, monsieur, I don't know whether I ought 
Come along, since you wish it ! " 
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42 GUSTAVE 

the ladies, and his undaunted courage in the hct 
of danger. 

The poor husband was enchanted with the youth; 
on rising from table, he warmly shook his hand 
and promised that his uncle should be informed 
of his good conduct. 

After that, who says that people have presenti- 
ments ? 
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to despair because a mistress deceives us, or when 
a lover is faithless ? At first, it is an evil that can- 
not be remedied ; and then, why should infidelity 
be a proof of indiflFerence ? One may have a mo- 
ment of forgetfulness. " Errare humanum est." 

If one were to make a frank confession of his 
weaknesses, then confidence would bring back love, 
jealousy would torture the heart less and Discord 
would cease waving her torches and serpents over 
the slaves of Love and Hymen. 

But I don't know why I have said all this, nor 
what relation it has to the love afifairs of Gustave 
and Madame de Berly. So, reader, kindly con- 
sider that I have not said anything. 

By the power of love, Gustave had calmed the 
fears, sighs, tears and remorse of Julie. Every day 
they played billiards; they played morning and 
evening, and I think they played even in the little 
grove, in the grotto and in the maze. 

It is no crime to play billiards ; but if you want 
to do it in secret you must take proper precautions ; 
and this is precisely what they neglected. 

Lovcy love, when thou hold'st us true. 
We may well say, ** Prudence adieu ! " 

One evening, when the game of tric-trac had come 
to an end earlier than usual, M. de Berly went into 
the garden to see his wife and Gustave at billiards, 
whither they had gone. 

The dear husband approached the hedges, but 
he was surprised at seeing no lights. ''It would 
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CHARLES PAUL DE KOCK 65 

with the devil," exclaimed the men. " Don't let 
us stay here; let's get out; let's get out!" such 
was the general cry. 

Suzon put both legs outside the window; she 
jumped, and this time reached the ground; she 
pushed Thomas, who pushed Mother Lucas, who 
pushed the cooper, and he pushed the green- 
grocer, who pushed the grocer, and so on. 

Pushing one another forward in this manner, 
they arrived in front of the chateau, and there they 
left off pushing ; and they did well, for otherwise 
they would have fallen into the moat that sur- 
rounded it. 
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68 GUSTAVE 

behind the casks, nor Benoit in the stable, nor 
Nicholas in the shed ; and if she had not mistaken 
Gustave for a thief, all the inhabitants of Erme- 
nonville would have spent the night in their beds. 

When the peasants had gone away, Gustave 
went downstairs with Marie- Jeanne, whom he had 
let know very clearly what he was, and who was 
not at all afraid of him. In the yard he found 
Benoit and Nicholas, who were coming out of their 
bedrooms. They each related what they had seen. 
Big Marie-Jeanne laughed heartily about her mis- 
tress' fright, Gustave washed his face, while 
Benoit cleaned his clothes, Nicholas Toupet was 
very much worried about his master and Made- 
moiselle Suzon. Soon loud cries were heard in 
the street from the villagers who were coming back; 
but as it was now broad daylight and Marie-Jeanne 
had assured Gustave that he was too good-looking 
to cause the retreat of the gossips of the place, our 
hero calmly awaited the arrival of those he had 
frightened so terribly. 

Day brought courage to the villagers ; they de- 
cided to revisit the bewitched house ; but as they 
turned into the wide street they saw a peasant 
leading a black cow. 

" There is the black beast ! " cried the peasant 
women. 

"Why, that's my husband ! " exclaimed Madame 
Lucas. 

It was indeed papa Lucas, who, having washed 
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lead your master's, and gallop after him ; you will 
easily find out what road he has taken ; a naked 
man attracts attention/ I did as the cook told me, 
monsieur, and you know where I caught you." 

"Very good, Benoit, now leave me; but, as long 
as we stay in this house, don't ever try to milk a 
cow without my permission/' 

" Make your mind easy about that, monsieur, 
I have had too bad a scare. I would not even try 
to milk a ewe ! " 

On being left alone, Gustave set his mind to 
work to decide what he should do. He had no 
means of entering into correspondence with Julie, 
who, moreover, would be very closely watched. 
However, he was burning to tell her that he would 
adore her forever ; this assurance would be some 
consolation to one who had sacrificed her peace of 
mind and reputation for him. " I must write to 
her," said Gustave; "perhaps, by the services of 
that good cook, I may find some means of getting 
a letter to her. But I dare not trust Benoit with 
this commission; he is too stupid, he certainly will 
make a mess of it — peasants never know how to 
carry on an intrigue. Eh! Upon my word! I 
must go myself, but I will take the precaution to 
disguise myself. But I had better wait until the 
excitement is over ; then the husband's vigilance 
will have relaxed, and I shall succeed more easily. 
But to spend a week at Ermenonville — a whole 
week ! poor Julie. It's an awfully long time, but 
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" You arc right, monsieur. Oh ! you can stay 
with us as long as you please ; you won*t put us 
out at all — on the contrary — *' 

"Thank you very much, Madame Lucas!" 

" You will be delighted with the country — oh, 
indeed ! you will see some beautiful things." 

" What I have already seen here seemed good 
enough ! " 

" Bah ! you arrived at night, you could not 
have seen anything. The park of the chateau is 
very beautiful." 

"Can I go in?" 

" Certainly ! my daughter will go with you. 
There is nobody at the chateau just now but the 
porter — Suzon, Suzon ! " 

" ril take the gentleman there ! " said Marie- 
Jeanne, stepping forward. 

" No, no ! you must stay and make the butter 
and cheese. Suzon will go with him." 

Marie-Jeanne was not at all pleased with the 
preference given to Suzon ; and so she went back 
to work at her cheese-making in a very bad temper. 

The young girl put on her pretty cap and her 
Sunday apron, and got ready to take the hand- 
some gentlemen very gladly; but the mother, who 
thought that she might please her guest by accom- 
panying him, told her husband to pluck the pigeons 
and see about dinner, and got ready to follow her 
daughter. Perhaps her little girl was not exactly 
safe with this young gdntleman from Paris, who 
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Gabrielle, there is a beautiful view ; an old suit of 
armor was hanging at the entrance ; and every- 
thing here reminded one of the days of chivalry 
and tournaments. What a pity that such an old 
building should be crumbling away ! 

At the base of the tower, a ferry-boat attached 
to two ropes, running over rollers, allows you to 
cross by pulling at one of the ropes. In that part 
called the desert, you can see Jean-Jacques Rous- 
seau's cottage, situated on an eminence, from which 
there is a full view of the surrounding landscape. 

In a grotto encircled by a brook, Gustave copied 
the following verses, — 

O limpid fountain, fountain dear! 

May siUy vanity 

Ne'er dwell among thy flowers here! 

And may thy paths from cares be free. 

That render life so drear : — 

Ambition, Envy, Fear, 

Deceit and Jealousy. 

So still a spot, so fresh a grove 

Should harbor merely thoughts of love ; 

Each bough so sweetly interlaces 

To veil this haunt of Loves and Graces! 

The mirror of this crystal wave 

Should offer to the sight. 

The best that Nature's grace e'er gave 

And visions of delight! 
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If only Julie were with me," thought Gustave, 
I should have nothing more to do with Suzon 
or her mother. I should sit down on this mossy 
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Marie-Jeanne had no desire to sleep ; neverthe- 
less she retired, but she listened and waited and 
hoped. The big girl was strong enough to with- 
stand the devil every night ; however, she had not, 
as Gustave had, ridden some leagues on horseback, 
jumped out of a window, fallen into a pond, etc 

But the night passed on, and nobody came. You 
know, reader, ** A woman's desire is a devouring 
flame." 

Marie-Jeanne at length jumped out of bed. So, 
merely slipping on a skirt, she opened her door and 
went down ; she did not need any light, as she 
knew every nook of the house. 

The big girl reached the door of the room in 
which the young stranger was sleeping ; she knocked 
softly at first, then louder. At last Gustave awoke. 

** Who is there?" he called, without getting out 
of bed. 

It's I, monsieur ! " 
Who are you?" 

** You know very well ! " 

" Oh, it's you, Marie- Jeanne ! what the devil 
do you want ? " 

"On my word, what a question ! I — I came 
because — because you did not come." 

" Ah ! my dear girl, the devil does not spread 
his net of temptation every night ; demons are not 
made of iron, and one who was doing the devil's 
work yesterday has need of sleep today. Good- 
night, Marie-Jeanne ! " 
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longer. The peasants, who attributed their daugh- 
ter's feinting to a simple indisposition, hastened to 
carry her out into the open air. She revived, and 
looked at Gustave without saying a word ; but he, 
feeling his courage fail, hastened to mount, and 
left the village without daring to look back, fearing 
to meet Suzon's supplicating gaze again. 
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one of my friends whose name I have not given 
you. 

" Yes, monsieur, one of your friends whom you 
do not know." 

" Benoit, I am certain that you will be guilty of 
some foolishness ! " 

" On the contrary, monsieur, you will see that 
the colonel will be defeated." 

" Once at Olivier's house, don't venture to go 
out; someone might meet you, follow you and 
find out where I was." 

" But how about eating, monsieur ? " 

" You will be taken care of. Get along, Benoit." 

" I am off, monsieur." 

Benoit started off, galloping toward Paris ; Gus- 
tave took the road that led to M. de Berly's house; 
and, on the way, he thought of the best means of 
getting a letter to Julie. 

Was he sufficiently disguised not to be recog- 
nizable ? Was Julie surrounded by spies ordered 
to intercept her letters ? Could he trust a servant 
who might pity a young man that ran away in his 
shirt, but who, nevertheless, might not be willing 
to run the risk of being discharged ? Moreover, 
would not this be once more compromising to 
Madame de Berly, whose error could be judged 
only by what had been witnessed, and who had 
perhaps found means to justify herself in her hus- 
band's eyes, — a thing that seems difficult, but 
which is, however, not impossible, for women often 
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The gentleman retired and shut his window, 
heartily devoting Gustave to the devil. 

Without being discouraged our hero went on a 
dozen paces or so, and knocked at another door. 

" This time," he said to himself, " I will knock 
more gently, and try to wake the lodgers only by 
degrees." 

He let the knocker fall gently on a little green 
door, and a window on the first floor was imme- 
diately opened. 

" This time," said Gustave, " the people are not 
asleep, or at least they sleep very lightly." 

" Is that you, dear ? " a young woman asked 
in soft tones. 

" Oho ! another ad venture ! Let's sec what will 
come of it." 

And our young rascal answered with a muffled 
" Yes ! " 

" It's too bad to make you wait so long ; you 
know that my husband is on guard tonight at the 
Chateau d'Eau, and that he would not leave his 
post to come to bed with his wife. Wait a mo- 
ment, and ril throw down the pass-key ; for I can't 
come down, as I am undressed." 

The little woman disappeared from the window ; 
and Gustave scratched his ear in perplexity as to 
what he should do. A little woman with a sweet 
voice who is waiting for you in the middle of the 
night while her husband is standing sentinel at the 
Chateau d'Eau sounds very inviting ; but still, it 
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^^ But how about these people who are knocking 
at the door ? " 

" Let them knock ! " 

" But what do they want ? " 

" To arrest me. It's the night watch that I dis- 
turbed because — Oh ! by the way, tell me, do you 
know a married woman who lives close by on the 
first floor over a little green door ? " 

" Certainly ! that's Madame Dubourg." 

" Is Madame Dubourg pretty ? " 

" Yes, very ; a neat figure and retrousse nose." 

" The devil ! if I'd only known that before ! — 
and how about her husband ? " 

" He's a man of about forty. He wears great 
frills." 

^' He wears something else, unless I'm mistaken." 

"How's this? Do you know Madame Du- 
bourg ? " 

" Not in the slightest ; if I were to meet her in 
the street, I should not recognize her. But never 
mind about her; do you still hear them knock- 

ing?" 

"No!" 

"Finding that nobody paid any attention to 
them, they have gone away ; I was sure they would ! " 

" But why were they after you ? " 

" I'll tell you all about it." 

" Come, I must bathe your eyes and nose ; you're 
in a fine condition ! " 

" You didn't expect me ; did you, Lisc ? " 
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" An old tailless fox ! it wasn't in warfare that 
he got all his rheumatism/' 

"Mademoiselle Lise!" 

"Ah! he calls me a gadabout, does he? I'll 
make him pay for that ! " 

" Will you soon have finished ? " 

" I won't allow anybody to reflect on my 
conduct." 

" That's true ; it would be an outrage." 

" I, who am so good ; who never go out, nor 
see anybody." 

" That's true ; you live like a vestal." 

" And then to say that I am — " 

** There you are ! Now, enough of that, when 
you touch a woman on her tender spot, you never 
hear the last of it. So you will go to Olivier's for 
me?" 

"Where does this Olivier of yours live now?" 

"In the Rue des Petites-Ecuries, near the 
Faubourg Poissoniere." 

Shall I ask him for some clothes for you ? " 
Yes, you will tell him what's happened to me." 

" Oh ! I shan't tell him that you spent the night 
here ; you may rest assured of that." 

" No, you will tell him that I came here this 
morning. In fact, you can tell him anything you 
like ; but remember that I need a hat and coat, 
trousers and boots." 

"And I've got to carry all that? " 
If you like, you can get a messenger-boy ; I 



€€ 



€€ 



142 GUSTAVE 

like a village bridegroom ! that coat's too short 
for you." 

'Mt seems as if the rascal had It made purposely, 
I really believe he has sent me one of his own coats ; 
he shall pay for this ; but it is decided that I must 
leave this place in disguise. Would mademoiselle 
be good enough to go and get a carriage for me ?" 

" Yes, monsieur^ and I'm going to see whether 
Madame Dubourg is waiting for you at the door!" 

Lise went down and soon returned with a cab. 
Good-by 1 Mademoiselle Lise," said Gustave. 
Good-by, you bad lot ! Well, he's going away 
without kissing me ! " 

" I thought you were angry with me. Good-by, 
dearest ; come and see me at Olivier's, you know 
the address." 

" Indeed ! It's likely that I should go like that 
to bachelors' apartments ! nice things people would 
say about me ! What time shall I find you in ? " 

"In the morning of course 1 You know very 
well that I get up late." 

" Very well, I'll come and wake you up ! " 

Gustave went down the five flights, got into the 
carriage that was waiting for him at the door, and 
was driven to Olivier's. 
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with this English lord ; you will receive sixty francs 
for the nine bottles. Milord ! I shall be glad of 
your custom." 

^^ I will you acheter souvent, monsieur le mar- 
chand. Good morning! Benoit-son, suivez-moi." 

"Yes!" 

Benoit'Son followed milord without raising his 
head ; they got into the carriage with Franfois, who 
did not dare to sit down in front of my lord. 
Olivier had told the coachman to take them in the 
direction of the Champs-felysees. When they had 
driven some little way, milord struck himself on 
the forehead as a man does when he has foigotten 
something of great importance ; then he ordered 
the coachman to stop. 

" Mon ami," he said to Fran9ois, " j'ai oublie 
Tessendal ; il me faut six bouteilles de vin d*£ls- 
pagne, allez vite me les chercher ; mon jokei va 
vous accompagner; vous reviendrez avec lui a 
Hotel des Milords. Benoit-son, allez avec ce jeune 
marchand." 

" Yes." 

Fran9ois did not make any objections to leaving 
the wine in the carriage, as he had milord's servant 
as security. He and the jokei got out and has- 
tened back to his master for the Spanish wine. 

Having got rid of the youth, Olivier had him- 
self driven to the Porte Saint- Martin ; there he 
got out and paid the driver, hired a messenger 
to carry the wine and went home to find Gustave, 
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" As long as you wish it," he said to her, " you 
can stay here. I only hope that we shall not, both 
of us, ever repent of this resolution." 

This promise restored Suzon's gayety ; she kissed 
Gustave, ran about the room, jumped, and did a 
thousand foolish things ; for she thought her happi- 
ness was now altogether assured. Gustave was not 
of the same opinion, but he did not wish to disturb 
her joy, regretting, perhaps for the first time, that 
reason had not triumphed over love. 
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These gentry all carried torches and guns; as 
they were about to mount the stairs to the terrace, 
Madame de Berly stopped them. 

'^ The burglar has escaped ; I saw him jump off 
the terrace into the garden and climb over that 
wall." 

" Are you sure, aunt ? The wall is very high 
and the espalier has not been injured.*' 

" Those fellows are so nimble/* 

" Never mind, gentlemen/' said Aurelie, " let 
us search the pavilion and terrace, nevertheless.'* 

" On my word,** said Gustave, " I hope they 
won't look for me here, especially when I am in 
your bed.** 

He hastily threw off his clothes and got into 
bed ; Julie was about to do the same when hurried 
footsteps were heard descending the stairs and there 
was a loud knocking at the door. 

Open, aunt, open,*' cried M. Fremont. 
Why ? ** 

The burglar must be either in your room or 
in the chimney, we are certain that he came down 
that way ; the chimney pot is broken.** 

^^ But, monsieur, I assure you that there is no 
one in my room ; I should know it if there were.** 

" He is hiding, aunt ; open quickly, or you are 
lost ! " 

" But, monsieur, I am undressed ; wait a mo- 
ment 1 ** 

Julie was, in &ct, undressing, she quickly slipped 
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She went up the stairs again ; the flames were 
already enveloping part of the room, but had not 
yet attacked the bed. Julie shut her eyes and held 
her breath and dashed into the room ; she felt the 
mattress and raised it, felt the clothes, dragged them 
out. At last the precious objects are in her posses- 
sion ; she gropes for the door, but the smoke is 
suffocating her and a whirlwind of flame reaches 
her. Her hair, which is flying about her head in 
disorder, soon catches Are and she loses courage 
and falls down at the head of the stairs, exclaiming, 
" Poor Gustave ! " 

Julie would have perished if the gardener, who 
had got up and somewhat recovered from the 
stunned condition to which he had been reduced 
by his fall, had not come to her rescue. The brave 
fellow went up with his remaining bucket of water. 
He saw Madame de Berly on the floor, took her 
up in his arms, carried her down into the garden 
and threw the water over her head to extinguish 
the flames in her hair. At this moment help ar- 
rived from every direction ; Aurelie had summoned 
her husband. Fremont and his valet had aroused 
M. Courtaud's entire household. The neighbors 
hastened to the spot with water, they soon gained 
mastery over the fire ; the furniture of Julie's room 
was burned and Gustave's clothes with it. 

Madame de Berly came to herself, but she suf- 
fered horribly, her face was burned all over ; she 
would carry the marks of the wounds all her life. 
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subject of Mademoiselle Nanon Dur-a-Cuire, a ma- 
ture maid who had long sold red-tinted eggs in 
front of the Grand-Saint-Morin, whose eyes set 
the hearts of all M. Desnoyer's customers aflame, 
but who rode a very high horse as to morals, and 
who stood as firm in her virtue as she was in her 
wooden shoes. 

M. Favori, who had a fine gift of blarney, had 
a thousand ways of captivating the innocent beau- 
ties whom he considered worthy of his homage ; 
with a fascinating grace he sang the romance of the 
" Pied de Mouton " or the plaintive song " The 
Sacrifice of Abraham." He went once a week to 
the Funambules to improve himself in pantomime; 
and every now and then to the cafe des Aveugles 
to pick up airs from the light operas. 

Nanon loved the fine arts, especially music ; she 
kept time on her heater when Favori hummed a 
romantic air, and contributed a second to the over- 
ture of " La Caravane " when the handsome sav- 
age played it on his big drums. Favori had taken 
care to foster Nanon's inclinations towards him ; 
he flew to her in the entr'actes; he sat by her 
stall and taught her " O pescator del ondin fideli." 
This delightful air turned Nanon's head, and she 
hummed "O pescator" while shelling her hard 
eggs or cooking a herring. 

M. Jean- Jean Courtepointe also cast his eyes 
upon the fair stall-keeper; the young drummer 
sang neither " O pescator " nor the songs of the 
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You may easily imagine that M. Favori did not 
regard Courtepointe's assiduities with a favorable 
eye. He hung around his rival and watched him 
with a jealous eye, he felt a strong inclination to 
kick holes in his drum and to smash the sticks in 
his face ; but Nanon, with a majestic glance, could 
restrain- the anger of her savage and calm by one 
word the fury of his jealous transports. 

" Favori,** she would say to him, placing one 
hand on her hip, " don't cast any doubts on my 
virtue, or I will break off all singing and conver- 
sation ; know that a girl of my character can dance 
the allemande without making a false step." 

Favori would look down, heave a sigh, take 
Nanon's hand and kiss it, and leaning towards the 
cheek of his fair one, would kiss that also, though 
sometimes he would get a slap in reward for his 
boldness, and then he would go away with a heart 
less sore. 

Jean-Jean also wished to attempt some liberties 
while going through the steps of the dance, but 
Mademoiselle Nanon had beak and claws, and did 
not hesitate to use them ; one day she scratched 
Courtepointe's nose, and thenceforward the drum- 
mer kept within the bounds of respect. 

However, this state of things could not last ; 
the rivals darted menacing looks at one another, 
sometimes, indeed, impolite words escaped from 
their lips. Nanon restrained them with great dif- 
ficulty, in vain she reminded them of her virtue 
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they paid no attention to her ; she threw herself 
between the combatants, but they pushed her 
away ; she tore her hair and they let her do it ; she 
fainted on a chair, they took no notice of her ; the 
chair slipped, Nanon fell, her skirt caught and ex- 
posed her leg. The rivals stopped spontaneously. 

" We must not settle our quarrel here," said 
Courtepointe ; ^^ tomorrow, before it is light, I will 
be on the exterior boulevard, outside the barrier." 

" Agreed ! " said Favori. 

These gentlemen approached Nanon, they kissed 
her skirt and placed her on a bench, threw a glass 
of vinegar over her face and went away as soon as 
she had recovered consciousness. 

Now, whether Nanon had not entirely lost con- 
sciousness or whether she had divined the inten- 
tions of her two admirers, she appeared the next 
day at the place of meeting just at the moment 
when Favori and Jean-Jean, each armed with a 
cudgel, were about to commence hostilities. 

^* Listen to me, first," said Nanon, advancing 
towards the two champions, " you can fight after- 
ward, if your minds are really set upon it. I am 
the cause of your quarrels ; it seems that I am not 
to be allowed to dance with a drummer or warble 
with a savage. You are both brave, that's well 
known ; your reputation is established and I want 
to reestablish my own, which has been compro- 
mised by your gallantry. I consent to marry otif 
of you, if yoi| will lay down your arms," 
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pluck six pigeons, and bring up enough wine for 
fifteen. They gave themselves up to gayety, and 
the future bride and groom were lavish in their 
mutual caresses. Favori was incapable of not 
keeping his engagements ; but still, he had a heart, 
and every time Jean-Jean kissed Nanon's cheek 
he felt his poor heart failing. To distract his mind 
and drown his sorrow, he filled up bumpers for 
himself; but the wine did not extinguish his flame 
in the slightest ; on the contrary, it increased and 
redoubled his amorous ardor. So what was he to 
do ? Flee from the picture presented by the two 
happy lovers ? That is what Favori did. He left 
the room, lighted his pipe in the kitchen, and went 
out to take the fresh air before the door. 

A woman was coming along quickly from the 
direction of Belleville ; she had somewhat of a 
cavalier stride, and her bonnet on the side of her 
head and her skirt lifted as high as her garters 
caught the fancy of the savage, who, as you know, 
was in a very tender mood. Favori admired a big 
but well-proportioned limb, a slim figure, and eyes 
that did not express timidity, and which the fumes 
of wine rendered provocative to him. 

" There's my game!" said the savage, as he fol- 
lowed Gustave, whom you must have recognized 
by his gait and appearance. 

" A word and a glass of wine," said Favori, ap- 
proaching his charmen 
Go away ! " 
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turned into the street which Favoii was about to 
enter. The savage, who hadn't seen them coming, 
collided heavily with the first ass he met, upset the 
peasant and spilled all her milk in the gutter. This 
accident allowed Gustave to escape for a moment 
from the arms of the savage ; he gained his feet 
and took to flight. Favori ran after him, and as 
the second ass barred his passage, Gustave tried 
to jump over it. He hoped to clear the baskets 
without any trouble, but his legs got entangled in 
his robe and he fell heavily among the eggs in- 
tended for the inhabitants of the city. The terrified 
ass fell on its knees and the peasant rolled about 
with Gustave in a puddle of milk and broken eggs! 

Favori now recognized that he had been mis- 
taken in Gustave's sex. His ardor immediately 
cooled, and his sole thought was to escape so as to 
avoid paying the damage. 

At length the peasants disentangled themselves 
from their asses, and shouted, " Help, thieves ! ** 
The savage was already some distance away, and 
Gustave was the only one left to pay for the spilled 
milk and broken eggs ; but Gustave picked him- 
self up, lifted his skirts high, and ran in the direc- 
tion of the barrier. The angry peasants abandoned 
asses, baskets, eggs and milk in order to run after 
Gustave. 

Our hero had a good start ; he passed the bar- 
rier and went down the faubourg. The peasants 
ran after him, calling to the passers-by, " Arrest 
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